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its bloody lustre from my eyes?
Why my mighty arms
that crushed mountains,
held thunderbolts,
defeated deadly enemies
become tender stalks
unable to bear the burden
of lotus flowers blooming in a lake?
Darkness is spreading before my eyes,
a horrible experience,
the peacock of doom is dancing,
opening its feathers before me.
I cannot fight, O Krishna,
turn back the chariot,
drive it back at once
from this place of death.
Sri Bhagavan:
"klaibyam ma sma gamah partha", etc.
Arjuna:
Who is impotent?
Whose heart is weak?
Which is the way?
The thin thorn of doubt
is not dying at all.
Before me, on the other side,
are the oldest, god-like warriors,
teachers, grands ires and heroes.
Here are the pious flowers of worship
in the temple of Bharat36
on whose blood
these chariots will leave the traces
of their wheels.
The essence of bravery of Bharat